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The Brin young Damſebs, choice of a huſband, 


| SASSY ALAS AA 


EAR mother Il W you that. I am afraid, 
ll ſurely grow old if live long a maid, 

'Therefare of a huſband I ſtand in great need, 

80 let me be Married and now with all ſpeed. 


Dear daughter you talk of a huſband, but when 
Was ever you courted by any young man, 
O yes loving mother, I have ſuitors in ſtore, | 
There's Robin the Miller and two or en more. 


heir love is only to me I declare, 
They meet me and treat me at market and fair, 
- They love me ſo well and my mind is ſo bent, 
That I never will marry Without your conſent. 


Then like an indulgent mother ſhe ſaid, 
if that you be weary with living a maid, 

Then you thall be married as well as the reſt, 

I pray now. what tradeſmen do you fancy beſt? 


A Cooper; n Cobler, x In je, 
A Miller or Taylor ig all one to me, 

So I be but married for 1 dare en 8 

| IN 12 am __ nen re am ao, age: 
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1 like not VE they're lipp'ry blades. 
And as for the Coblers, I like not their W J 
A Cook is all greaſy with a dripping Pals = 1: 41 - 
A Miller's a thief and a Taylor's no man. 

Then I'll have a ſailor what think you of him 
For they are the lads that go gallant and trim, 
And when they return from the ſea to the thor, 


more- 
O then, ſays the mother if this be youre hance, 
With ſome honeſt failor yourſelf to a Vance; As 
Then to this chance we will agree, 1 
O you's have a failor, and no one but he. 
BRITISH ALARM. 


OME liſlen you Britons and land to your | 
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The French and the Spaniards * nation alayms, 
They are now prepar'd and ready for ſea 


Expecting to join the Rebels in North Ametieal | 


| Rouſe rouſe you Britains Ts 
You Britains bold and fre, 8 


Let's conquer che Rebels and itt our ene- 1 


mĩes. 


For ſince that they threaten now let them 2 


come on, 


warrant their buſineſs ſhall quickly be done; 
Our fleet they will meet chem and with a en F 


F 


Britains were always mafters of the main. 1 5 1 


| They bring gold and ſuver, and twenty things % 
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Brave Admiral Keppel he is 2 valiant man, 
Clinton and Campbell will do all they can, 
If the Spaniards begin they will let them under, 
| nd, 

They will bring their gold into Old England; 


The Colonies begun to rebel againſt their king, 
But Waſhington and Adams in a halter ſhall ſwing, 
Our ſoldiers are valiant and ſcorn for to fly, 
Reſolved they are for to conquer or die . 


Gen we have taken, the Rebles they run, 
And haſte io the woods, and cry we are undone; 
Our Britons they follow, and make them to tight, 
We ll let them know, we'll exert ** England' 
: right, 
Y Succeſs to King George, and likewiſe to. th 
* * Crown, +. .: 
And that he may Hve to pull RO down 
If che F. * and penn join them, as peopl 


e do 


x a, 
1 0 make them pay the e for North 
3 America. 5 


"Rouſe ronſe, | * 
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33 The North 3 Callier, - 7 
A Ti head F Water. about twelve at noon, ; 
A 2 A 2. d a 'alking agd is was ber loge, | 
Pf *" the ſorts of callings in every degree, 


Nu of Ml obj: my ao Remi collier for me; 
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You may know a \ jolly collier as he walks on * Shae; 

is clothing is ſo handſome and ſo neat. is his feet, — 
ith teeth as white as ivory and his eyes as black ent 5 ef 
ov may know a jolly collier wherever he goes. > 


You may know a jolly collier he's a ſwaggerin "g young blade, 
Then he goes a courting of his buxom fair mai 

ith his hips he ſo flatters her, and he ſpends his money feel, 
oy may know a jolly collier whereſoever that he be. 


ng. Lou may know ajolly collier as he fails the ſalt ſea, © 
85 J. be ploughs the wide ocean he ſets his fails three, | 

ou may know a jolly collier as he ſails the falt fea, © 

ou may know a jolly collier whereſoever that he be, 


Il build my love a caftle upon von high mount, 

There neither Duke nor Squire ſhall ever findit out, 

xr the King san but erjoy the Queen, and I can do the Gow: 
d I am hut a por ſhepherd and who can me blame. | : 


d' The Iriſh Girl, A New Song. 5 Was 


A Broad ae I wh walking down by a river fide, | | 
I gaz'd all around me, an Iriſh girl eſpy'd. _ 
nd red and roſey was her checks and yellow was her hair," | "3 


id ſo coſtly were the robes that this girl did wear. 
Then tears ran down her roſy: 1b and ſhe began.co ct . 3, 
dog ye falſe deludiag man and full of perjury, * 8 
ow I may ſing O grammacre ſiace now for him I die, 72 
"th y love is gone to Ireland and quite forſaken me. i} AM 
"RN One night | lay oa my bed both fick and bad was I, e 
ali'd for a napkin around my he id to tie, (357 RI 


ſas ſhe as bad in love perhaps 1 might mend - 5. 
this love is a killing thing. did you e er feel the - pain.” 05-4 
My love ſhe's more fair than the lilly that grows, Ne 
e hat a voice more clear than aay wind that boss, 1 

des the primroſe of this country, like Venus in the tee 1 

t her go where ſhe will, ſhe's my joy and my dear,” 2 


My love ſhe's not oo near me, for 4. th gurd I wake, g 


Tor will ſhe pit fmy heart fh. 75 Al. 
as I born of 4 noble bl Nast and e 
de would hear my GEE GK] 2240 Fine ani] 
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But be it fb or be it not iM take my chance, 
The firlt time TI faw my love the ſttuck me in a trance, 


Her rudy lips and ſpack ling eyes fo bewitched me, 
If1 was King of Ireland, Queen of it the thould be. 


I wiſh I was fone valiant man ſet oo a pleaſant bank, 3 
And every lad a bottle of wine, and on bis knee a wench, J 

We'll call for liquor merrily the day before go, Ti 
We'll range through the groves let the wind blow high or low. 


| SRD STOR, JE BA RH, 


| F 0 As Won; leſs 
Betty Brown, A New Song. . 
* purſiit of a Laſs that was form'd to my Taſte, nd 
What Pains did | take and what Time did 1 waſts; . ith 
Io vain did I ramble o'er Country and Town, the 
Till Chance introdue'd me tg deat Betty Brawn. | o 
Dear Betty Brown, dear Betty Brown, 
Till chance introduce d me to dear Bett NRrown. Ir 
Such a Shape, fuch an Air, ſuch a Mein, ſuch a Face, 4 
She ſmil'd with ſuch fweernefs, gonrers'dwith ſuch grace; , 
A Forehead unuſed to a Wrinkle or Frown, | 4 
©» Prefides o'et the Face of my dear Betty Brown. 3, ag yo 
When frſt | beheld her my Heart was enflam'd, | 
And ſhrill'd with a raptote that caunot be nam d; e 
Ye Gods what is Wealth, what is Fame or Renown, He 
Compar'd with the Charms of my dear Betty Brown. _ Nile | 
| Fe 


Though her Per fon has Beauties beyond all compare, | 278 
Of Virtue her Mind has a mach better Shace, © | 

Let others Ambition extend to a Crown, | 

1 aſk; O ye Gods, but my dear Betty Brown. 


Oh let me this charming dear Creature poſlels, 
No mare 1 requett nor can zſk any leſs; 

From the Summit of Hope let me not tumble down, 
Je Gods give me Death or my dear Berry Brown. "oh 
Des Beit? Brown, dear Betty Browr, 
” 4, Ye Gods give me Death or dear Betty Brown. 
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THE MILLER AND LASS.. 8 
NE Midſummer morning when nature was gay, 3 


The Birds in full tune andithe Lambs in full pla r 
1d all things to anſwer the {mijes from above,. 141: 
od the Earth doth proclaim the nature of love 1 
ler Mother cry'd Nancy, | nk halte 0 the Mill. 
our Corn be not ground you may fcold if you will, © 


If your Corn be not ground you may-ſcold if you will. 
The freedom to uſe my tongue, pleas'd me no doubt, 

\ Woman alas! wou'dbe nothing without, ae! 4 
he went toward the Mill without any delay, £ 1 
\ad conſider'd o'er the words the. deter min'd to ſay, | 3 
leſs my ſtars then ſhe faid, buff em rartly 1 will. | 

Bleſs my, &c. POW ee EE 
The Miller that iaftant to the Market was gone; 

\nd left all the Work to the care of his Son, 5 
itho' 1 ſcold as well as any one can, BY 

thought it a ſhame to ſcold a young wan; 

am ſo ſurpriz'd you ſhould uſe me ſo i!l, * 

muſt have my Cori ground, I muſt and Iwill. 

I mutt, &c, PTD Re, 44 
The young mam reply'd, the neglect's none of mine 
do Corn in this Town I'll grind ſogner than thine, | 
here's no one more willipg in picaliog the fair, 
y Mill ſhall go merrily round 1 declare; 3 27 2 
dut hark how the birds flag, and ſeq haw they bill... 

mult have a kiſs fs(t, I muſt and I will, „„ 

aut, Ke. e 
Ju Corn being road I home went my way, 
He whiſper'd and ſaid had I's mament to ſay, 
ie ſwore be would kjſs me upon the green hay, 
Nie ſwore that he loved me indeed and indeed, 
He ſwore he'd be conſtant and true to me itil] 
rom that time I lik'd him and like him 1 will. 
N From that, &e. 8 
e often ſays Mother the Miller Tu ku. | 
Ide ſmiles and ſays daigir}, and ſcorn - - I” 
There's not a day paſſes but xe my deſire, | | 
IIgeis a fly kiſs from the Youth I admires .. . $30 
Jin Wedlock his withes, bis giſh JR full, 3 1 
1 anſwer es; with a heart will. . 
Aud Til, &e. PO 
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Davy JONES Lockrn, 


V laſt bogeſt Jack, of whale fare l now fiog, 

Weis h'd anchor and caft out for fea, '-- / 

For he ne'er Frefus'd for his Couniry and King 
To fight, for no lubber was he: 

To hand, reef. and lteer, and bouſe ev'ry thing tight, 
Full well did he know ev*'ry inch; 

The' the toplitrs of ſailors the tempeſt ſhould lite, 

' Jack never was knuwa for to flinch. 


Aloft from the maſt head one day he —_— 
5 ag 1 N = to his view: N 4 * 
ear the decks, ſpun © the govs, was jaltan cr 
And each to his fanden then flew, 4 red, 
And fought until many a noble was ſlain, is 
And fileaced was _ " : IE EE 
Twas then that old En valour was vain, | 
For by numbers, alas, they, re undone. 8 


vet think not bold Jack, tho by conqueſt diſmay d, 
Could tamely ſubmit to his fate; ana 
ben his country he found he no longer could ſerye, e 
Looking round; he addreſ d thus each mat | 
What's lite d'ye. ſee, when our liberty $ gone? 
Moch noblerit were for to die: 5 
% So now for old Davy; thet ploung'din the main 
Ven the cherub above beav d a ligh 
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